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THERE is not any dramatic entertain 
theatre at Paris, than the Oracle of Monſieur 
St. Foix; an author, for delicacy, and purity 
of ſtyle, allowed, by all good judges, to be one 
of the beſt in the French language: and, to 
ſay the truth, the conſtant applauſe with which 
the Public have favoured this piece of his, ap- 
pears to be little leſs than what is juſtly due to 
its merit; ſince nothing can be prettier than the 
idea on which it is founded; or more happily 
executed, than the character of the girl; in 
whom love, as the ſimple production of Nature, 
is drawn in the moſt lively and charming colours. 


Uv theſe circumſtances, I was always 
much ſurpriſed at the little ſucceſs it met with 
upon the Engliſh ſtage. Mrs. Cibber's tranſlas 
tion of itwas excellent; and the performance of 
that incomparable actreſs, in the firſt repreſenta- 
tions, gave it additional luſtre. But I imagine, 
the character of the Fairy, a legendary being, 
very different in England from what it is in 
France, threw upon it an air of childiſhneſs. 
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This, I hope, may, in ſome meaſure, be reme- 
died by the introduction of a Magician: and 
the prefent taſte of the town favouring the at- 
tempt; I thought, by the addition of muſic, to 
which the ſubje& ſeems peculiarly adapted; I 
might be able to render the whole a toy, very 
A" of n an hour's Gn. 


Tur Oracle has caddy been rice wen iv 
an Engliſh dreſs; firſt by an anonymous author, 
and afterwards by Mrs. Cibber. The former is 
a literal tranſlation; and, for that reaſon, very 
indifferent. The latter I ſnould certainly have 
made uſe of upon this occaſion; but I found, 
in conſequence of my plan, ſuch curtailing and 
ſo many alterations neceſſary, that, in the end, 
I thought it would be juſter to give a more 
faulty St of my own. | 


Wrrn regard to the «Av I 88 it 
muſt pleaſe; as it has been ſelected with the 
greateſt attention, both to the beauty of the airs, 
and its effect upon the theatre. There are, in- 
deed, ſome people, who may poſſibly be of opi- 
nion, that I ought to have choſen old Engliſh and 
Scotch ballads ; or got muſic compoſed: in the 
ſame taſte. But, in fact, ſuch ſort of compoſitions 
ſcarce deſerve the name of muſic at all; at leaſt, 
they can have little or no merit on the ſtage ; 
where every thing ought to be ſupported by 
a degree of action and character. 
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Bur, be the ſucceſs of this Opera what it will, 
it would be very ungrateful in me not to ac- 
knowledge my obligations to Mr. Garrick for 
the great pains he has taken in preparing it for 
repreſentation : if it ſucceeds, to him, indeed, 
it muſt be chiefly attributed ; who has a genius 
for every thing; and thinks nothing, however 
trifling, below his attention, that may prove an 
entertainment to the Public, 
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SKILFUL cook this uſeful art will boaſt, 

To haſh, — — as well as boil and roaſt: 
ur cook, to ni has, for fare, made bold, 
To haſh a — of ven lon ir wid cold; 

With freſh ingredients ſeaſons high the ſtew, 
And hopes the gueſt will heartily fall to. 


LEAviNnG the Piece to anſwer for itſelf, 
We beg your favour for a little eff; 
A young one, and a good one; yet no ſinner 
And, tho' a female, has no miſchief in her : 
Tho! oft with ſyren ſong ſhe charm'd your ears, 
She now has other hopes, and other fears: 
She hopes, not yet content with what is done, 
To find more ways into your hearts than one. 
A paſſion long ſhe hid, till out it broke, 
And thus, with bluſhing diffidence, ſhe ſpoke : 
What joys, what raptures, in my breaſt would ſpring, 
Had I but leave to Act, as well as Sing; 
« 'Tho' young I am, and difficult the trade is, 
In time, I'll do as much as other ladies.“ 


Vr giant wits, who run a tilt at all, 
Who ſpare, nor ſex, nor age, nor great, nor ſmall, 
Shoold you, fell critics, like the French wild beaſt, 
With gluttony refin'd, on damſels feaſt, 
Spare our's awhile Let her ſome ſubſtance get, 
Plumpt high with fame She's ſcare a morſel yet. 
Or would you, Irdies, ftrike theſe giants dumb, 
You can protect her from their Fee, Fa, Fum |! 
Tho' humble now, how ſoon would ſhe be vain, 
Should you but cry“ Bravo !—We'll come again.“ 
To 1 ſmiles, were it her happy lot, 
For ſmiles are honeſt, when the hands are not; 
Should you our little ſongſtreſs kindly treat, 
With gratitude her little heart . beat; 
What raptures for a female, and ſo young, 
To have a double right to uſe her tongue 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED, 


Min pon A, a Magician, 3 Miſs Young, 


AMINTOR, her Son, | Mr. VERNON, 


Dayans, a young Princeſs, Miſs Wzicar, 


SCENE, MinDoRA's PALACE, 


— 


2 


DAPHNE AND AMINTOR. 
ACT I SCENE I. 


The Curtain riſing, diſcovers a Veſtibule of white Marble, 
with a Gate ſuppoſed to belong to ſome Building near the 
Garden to MiNnDoR A's Palace. MIN DORA enters 
with her Wand, followed by AMn1TOR, ſeemingly in a 
Paſſun, FO 


MixDora, AninToOR, 


P MIN DORA. 
I. R'ythee, Ton 
AminToOR. 
Nay, pr'ythee, mother. 
Minpora. 
Was there ever ſuch another ! 
n AMINTOR« 
Cruel! 
MIN Dok. 


Silly! Hear but reaſon : 

Only wait a proper ſeaſon. 
AMINTOR, 

This is, now, the proper ſeaſon : 

What has love to do with reaſon? 


| MIN DORA. 

Once more, Amüntor, I deſire you will go about your 
buſineſs. How dare you venture here, when I have fo 
often, and fo ſolemnly, forbid you ? And what have 
you been doing? The thing on earth which I have 
told you would prove your deſtruction: you have ſeen 


Daphne, 
B AMINTOR, 


i] 
: 
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5 Dar HN AND AMminTOR, 


AMINTOR. 
I confeſs it. Overcome by the heat of the day, ſhe 
flept upon a bank of flowers. | 
MinDoR aA. 
And ns * ſee you? 
"” "AMINTOR, + 
Nay, ads don't I tell you ſhe was a No, ſhe 
did not ſee me. Tranſported at the ſight of ſo charm- 
ing an object, I ſeized one of her ſnowy hands, and 
kiſſed it as ſhe lay; but ſhe ſtirred; and, fearing ſhe 
might awake, I retired :. however, madam, tis in vain 
you command me any longer to keep out of her fight z 
I cannot obey you; I have a paſſion for her; I will ſee 
her again, and poſitively tell her ſo. 
MIN DORA. | 
My art is great; I can, in an inſtant, build palacesz 


raiſe tempeſts ; and change a place, the moſt charm- 


ing, into a frightful deſert ; but I ſee it is beyond my 
ability to govern a young fool, whoſe head is turned 
with love, Well, ſon, go on; and, by your own im- 
prudence, loſe Daphne, 
| AMINTOR. 
But what reaſons can you have for inſiſting ſhe ſhould 


not ſee me? 
Mix DORA. 


You will know them ? Be attentive then. At your 
birth, I conſulted the Oracle about your deſtiny ; and 
this was its anſwer : „The fon of Mindora, the ma- 
« gician, is threatened with great misfortunes ; but 
„ ſhall avoid them, and even be happy, if he can 
« make himſelf beloved by a young princeſs, who be- 
« lieves him deaf, dumb, and inſenſible,” 

AMINTOR, 


- Deaf, dumb, and inſeuſible ! 


Mix DORA, 


DAPHNE AND AMINTOR, 3 


Mix Dok. 

Judge, Amintor, by the tenderneſs I have 5 you, 
how I was ſhocked at ſo dreadful a ſentence. At 
length, however, after much reflection, I hoped, by 
taking certain meaſures, not only to overcome the 
dangers with which you were menaced, but even te 
bring about the accompliſhment of * Oracle. 

Aulx rok. 

Dear madam, impoſſible ! 

Mix DORA. 

Hear me. When you were abeet bo ens dd 
there was born a princeſs, the daughter of a neigh« 
bouring king; 'twas your Daphne: I inſtantly con- 
yeyed her away; and, tranſporting her to this palace, 
inacceſſible to all human beings, ſhe has been here 
educated, and ſerved only by ſtatues, to which, by my 
art, I give motion. In ſhort, I have taken every me- 
thod to perſuade her, that ſhe and I are the only two 
creatures that ſpeak, think, and reaſon ; and that all 
others, formed merely for our uſe, or amuſement, are 
abſolutely inſenſible, and incapable alike of love and 
hatred, pain and pleaſure. | 

 AMINTOR, 

And to what purpoſe, I beſeech you, have you filled 
her mind with all theſe falſe prejudices ? 

MinDoRa, 
To make her believe, when I preſent you to her 
AMINTOR. 

Oh! I underſtand you; that I alſo am ſome unin- 
formed being; ſome puppet ; but better organized than 
the reſt, The thought pleaſes me, and may ſucceed. 
Pſyche, before ſhe ſaw Cupid, believed him a monſter; 
yet ſhe loved him: and Daphne, full of the notions 

B 2 you 


4 DarHNE AND AMINTOR: 


you have prepoſſeſſed her with, will believe me what 
the Oracle requires ſhe ſhould ; and, notwithſtanding, 
love me, Yes, madam, nature will inſtru& her; that 
intellectual intelligence, that ſympathetic force of 
hearts, will work; and I ſhall be the happieſt of mor - 
tals! Come, dear mother, let us go this inſtant and 
find her out: I will be a ſtatue, a piece of inſenſible 


marble. 
MIN DORA. 


Hold; it is not time for you to appear yet. I ſee 
| Daghut crofling the gallery yonder : leave us; and, in 
the converſation we have together, depend upon it, I 
will endeavour to prepare things ſo as to bring them ta 
your ſatifaction. 

AMINTOR, 

Muſt I go? Well then—But remember, in leaving 
you, how much I truſt to your care : my fate is in your 
hands; on you it depends whether I ſhall be happy or 
miſerable, 


Think, oh! think, within my breaſt, 
While contending paſſions reign, 
How my heart is robb'd of reſt ; 
And, in pity, caſe my pain. 
To a lover, thus diſtreſt, 
Torn with doubts, and hopes, and fears, 
Ev'ry moment, tiil he's bleſt, 
Is a thouſand, thouſand years. 


SCENE 
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TE: N= Bro oh; 


Min pon A, DAPHNE. 


MIN DORA. 
Here comes Daphne ; ſhe appears thoughtful ; IM 
ſtand aſide a little and obſerve her. 


DarHNe. 
Ye zephyrs that fan the calm aig, 
Ye fountains that ſtream around, 
Oh! ceaſe my heart to wound. 
Your gentle blowing, 
Your murmurs, flowing, 
But waken my care: | 
Lackaday, 
Welladay, 
Ah, me! 
Muſt I die in deſpair. 


It was not an illuſion; it was not a dream ; he had 

his lips preſſed upon my hand. 
MIN DORA. 
What do you ſay, Daphne ? 
DAPHNE. 

Oh! Lord, madam, I did not ſee you. 
; MIN DORA. 
He had his lips preſſed upon your hand ! Who had? 

Dar HRE. 

I don't know ; he diſappeared like lightning; but I 
believe he has done ſomething to me, for my part ; he 
breathed ſome fire upon my hand, when he kiſſed it, 
that went to my heart. I have never been myſelf 

' Ance; ſo reſtleſs, ſo thoughtful ; I want——1I don't 
know 
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know what I want — !] have been juſt admiring two 
little birds; they were perched upon the ſame branch; 
they ſung, they look'd at one another ; but with ſuch 
looks vou and I never look at one another fo—— 
They were ſilent a few moments, and then began to fing 
again, or rather to anſwer one another, with a tender- 
neſs, a—— Nah, you laugh at me. 
MIN DORA. 
Without doubt. To anſwer one another, wy dear 
Daphne, they muſt underſtand, | 
DAPHNE. 
Well, and I really believe they did. 
MIN DORA. 

For ſhame ! Do you believe that your guitar, and 
your harpſichord, underſtand you when they accord ſa 
juſtly with your yoice ? 

DAPHNE, | 

A pretty compariſon ! They are machines, 

MIN DORA. 

And have not I told you, an hundred, and an hun- 
dred times, that your birds are mere machines; only 
with ſprings better regulated, being the work of Na- 


ture herſelf ? 
| DarHNE. 


And you may repeat it to me a thouſand, and a 
thouſand times, my dear, but I ſhall not believe it:. 
a ſecret ſenſation I felt at the ſight of theſe two little 
birds, refutes all you can ſay. 

Mix DORA. 
I muſt ſurprize her with a new ſtroke of my art. 


SCENE 


DAPHNE AND AMINTOR! 7 


n 
MinDoRA waving her Wand, the Scene changes 1 4 
Garden, ornamented with Vaſes and Flotuer- pots. Four 
tubite Marble Statues, repreſenting two Men and two 


Venen, the former with Flutes, the * with Gaitfars, 


appear at oppoſite Sides, 
Mrxpora, Daynune, Dancers. 


Daphne, look at theſe ſtatues ; examine them ; they 
are-marble, and certainly you do not believe them ſen- 
ſible ; yet, by touching certain ſprings, I will give them 
motions as extraordinary as thoſe you admired in your 
birds; which made you believe they felt and thought. 
ow now, Daphne; you are ſad of a ſudden 3 
does this little entertainment diſpleaſe you? 

DAPHNE. 

It does indeed. Ah! my poor pretty birds! Are 
you. then but machines! I thought you ſenſible, and 
that you taſted infinite ſatisfaction in ſitting upon the 
ſame bough in the day; and reſting together in ſome 
hollow tree. at night. Nature, faid I to myſelf, has 
inſpired thoſe birds with ſuch tender ſentiments to 
make them happy. She certainly has not been leſs 
kind to me—But tell me, my dear Mindora, for you 
know, who could have come to kiſs my. hand while I 
was afleep? Tell me that. 

MN DORA. 

Why, I ſuſpect it was a young man, wind foot- 
ſteps I have to day traced about the palace. He took 
you, at firſt, I ſuppoſe, for a being of his own kind; 
but finding his miſtake when you waked, he ran away, 

DarRHNE. 
Are men machines too? 


A young man 


8 Dar NE AND AMINTOR, 


| MN DORA. 

Ves; but more perfect, and better finiſhed, than 
even your monkey, whoſe wit you entertain ſo high 
an opinion of: they are generally white, and ſhaped 
ſomething like us; I kept ſome of them here for- 
merly; but they had ſo many faults, that I took a 


diſlike to them. 


. 


DAPHNE. 

Birds ſing, ſtatues dance, my harpſichord gives me 
muſic What is it men do ? 

| MiNnDpoRa. 

Oh! there are ſeveral forts of them. Thoſe we 
are called ſoldiers, and are generally the handſomeſt to 
look at, meet, ſometimes, in great plains, twenty or 
thirty thouſand of them together; and there, with 
ſwords and other inſtruments, cut one another to pieces. | 


DAPHNE. 
Fye! That's horrid. They are certainly machines; 


there can be no ſenſe in all that blood-ſhed ; and yet I 
ſhould not be ſorry to ſee a man neither—for I don't 
think he would kill me. 

Mix Doka. 

No, you have nothing to fear, Daphne. We are 
women; the fierceſt of them all think it a glory to ſub- 
mit to us. ae 

DAPHNE. 
I do long vaſtly to ſee a man Pray, my dear, 
try to get me a ſight of him that kifled my hand in the 


garden, 
MiNnDoRA. 


If you did not ſcare him tqo much, he may, per- 
haps, ſtill be ſomewhere hereabouts; I think I'll go 


look for him before he gets farther off. 


DarnNe. 


Dax AND AminNTOR, 9 


; DAPHNE. 

Will 5 Oh ! my dear, ſweet Pray run then 
as faſt as ever you can, for I am the moſt impatient 
mortal alive. | 

£4 MIN DORA. 

So it ſeems, indeed; but I beg you will mitigate 
your impatience at preſent, for it is what I by ne no means 
approve of, 


Such riot and romping, ſuch wildneſs and fury, 
As if folks were juſt running out of their wits ; 

No man ſhall come near us, of that I aſſure ye, 
Unleſs you reſtrain theſe extravagant fits. 


Remember, your ſtrict, philoſophical breeding 
Fye, fye! I'm aſham'd of a girl at your age: 

Are theſe the effects of our ſtudy and reading, 
That every trifle your mind ſhould engage ? 
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10 ; DAPHNE AND AMINToR« 
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DAPHNE. 
I obſerved her ſmile as ſhe went out; ſhe certainly 
makes a jeſt of me: I don't wonder at it; my curioſity 
is ſo great, that really it appears ridiculous to myſelf — 
A man!—Well; a man I—IL'Il go and play a tune 

upon my harpſichord. | 


„In vain, in ſearch of quiet, 
From placeygo place I range; 
My reſtleſs cares augmenting, 
No med'cine find in change. 


Delights, ſo lately charming, 
Have loſt their pow'r to pleaſe ; 

Yet ſomething, /could I find it, 
Methinks would give me eaſe. 
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DayHNE, MinDoRA. 


' DAPHNE, 

Oh ! are you come back !-—— Well, is he catch'd ? 
MIN DORA. 

Yes, and I had not much difficulty to bring him, 
DAPHNE. 

Where is he then ? 


MIN DORA. 
He followed me. 
DAPHNE. 


Oh!] you have let him run away. [ Running 10 the 


bottom of the flage, ſees Amintor.) Ah! my dear, deaf, 


good But how - Indeed — Ves, 
MIN DORA. 

What do you mean ? 

DaPeHNE. | 

Why, he's taller than I am Ho he looks at 
me! [ Drawing back with tumidity. ] He wo'nt do mg 
any harm, will he ? 

MixDoRA. 

Nay, you muſt take care of that. 

DAPKNE. 

Poor thing, poor thing. [ Approaching very ſoftly, and 
 Rireking him.] Lord, he's as tame as a lamb!——I am 
ſure this is not one of your murdering men——P'll 
keep him for ever and ever He ſhall be my own, 
ſhan't he? 


MIN Dok. 
Ay, ay, I yield him to you willingly. 
Dayune. 
I muſt give him ſome name, what ſhall we call him? 
C 2 Mix DORA. 


r | 
- — red * * 6 m—e— rm —— — —  - 


® — 


— — — — 


— 


—— — — 


12 Daruxg Au AMINTOR, 


 Minpor A. 
What x you 20 
DAPHNE. 
What do you think of Cha—Cha—Charmer [_ 


farmer [ 
MIN DORA. 


With all my heart. But now we muſt leave Mr. 
Charmer a little, and go and obſerve a phenomenon 
that will appear this evening about ſun-ſet. 

DAPHNE. 

Oh ! my dear creature, I have ſeen the ſun ſo oftey— 
: MIN DORA. 

But you have never ſeen this phenomenon, and we'll 

ogether. 
reaſon tog er 88 
Indeed, ma' am, I ſhall reaſon very ill. 
Mix DORA. 

Indeed! Well, well, ſtay with your charmer; Iwill 
not conſtrain you. How totally he engages her ! 
It's well this is a paſſion I have a mind to encourage, 
for I ſee already my oppoſition to it would be of little 
conſequence. 


Vainly bent to conquer Nature, 
We our ntmoit force eſſay; 
What can foil her? What can cheat herd 
What her ſacred pow'rs allay ? 


Nothing prudent, there, nor wiſe is ; 
Nothing ſtable, nothing true; 

With ſuperior ſtrength ſhe riſes, 
Spite of all that art can do. 


$CENE 


1 — — py — — 


DAPHNE "AND AMINTOR, I3 


SCENE VI, 


During the foregoing Song, Davane leads Auixrox off | 


the Stage; and, juſt as M1NDORA 1s going out, enters 


with him again, at the oppoſite Side, peeping firft to ſee 


if the Coaſt be clear, 


DarEHN E, AMINTOR. 
DAPHNE. 
I'm glad ſhe's gone What fine hair he has 
How he holds up his head! He's perfectly well ſhaped ! 
Well, I now verily think I have got the thing I have 


been wiſhing for ſo long. Yes, yes, I find I am per- 


fectly well ſatisfied. Come, Charmer, He kneels to 
me! How pretty that is! 

Having ſat down on a chair, while Amintor is Intel, 
ing to her, ſbe pulls a long ribbon out of her packet, 
ties it about his neck, and twiſts the other end round 
her arm. Aſter which, ſbe runs to the door, and 
pulls him after her, 

J hear a noiſe! Sure ſhe is not come back already 
No, 'twas only my apprehenſion ; ſhe's buſy, conſider- 
ing her moons, and, her ſtars, and her nonſenſe. I hope 
ſhe'll ſtay till I fetch her. 

She places a flool, and makes figns for Amintor ta ſit. 
Then flarts up in a tranſport, gives him a kiſs, and 
walks away. 

Charmer, come, Charmer, ſit here. He won't fit down! 
He kneels again! Ah! you deary ſweet creature, you 


are a charmer 
AMINTOR, 


Was ever mortal fleſh and blood in ſo trying a ſitu- 
ation! I find I ſhan't be able to contain myſelf. 
DAPHNE. 


14 DarHRNE AND AMINTok. 


Dar RNR. 

What can be the matter with me ! I am ſeized, of 
a ſudden, with the ſtrangeſt agitation | I hardly know 
where I am ! An agreeable diſorder, a ſecret ſome- 
thing, till now unknown Charmer, give me your 
hand— Oh La! what's this! If here is not ſome- 
thing that ſtirs within-ſide of him I belieye its a 
heart ; it beats for all the world like mine! 


Say, oh! too lovely creature, 
Thou cauſe of all my ſmart; 

What means this palpitation, 
Without a feeling heart? 


There's conjuration in it: 

It ceaſes Then, in a minute, 
Such rapping, 
And tapping, 

As if it ne'er wou'd reſt; 
Mine too, I vow, 
I can't tell how, 

Is like to burſt my breaſt, 
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TC 5.N EB VIE 


Mix Dok A, AMINTOR, DAPHNE, 


MIN DoRkA. 
I find it is time for me to appear: my giddy-pate 
would ſoon forget that he is to be deaf, dumb, and in- 
ſenſible, 


DAPHNE. 
My dear, grant me one favour, 

MIN DORA. 
What favour ? 

DAPHNE. 


Animate Charmer, -I beſeech you. Contrive that he 
may think, ſpeak, underſtand me, and anſwer me, 
MIN DORA. 
You aſk an impoſſibility. 
DAPHNE. 
An impoſſibility, madam |! 
MIN DORA. 

Yes, Daphne, an impoſſibility. Muſt I again repeat 
to you, that theſe beings who amuſe you, can, by the 
; diſpoſition of their ſprings, be made to imitate ſome of 
our actions ; but that theſe ſprings, manage them as 
we will, can never produce a ſingle thought. 

DaryrHnEe. 

I underſtand you, madam ; I underſtand you; I pe- 

netrate very well into your deſigns, 


W MIN DORA. 
My deſigns ! 


DAPHNE. 

Oh! madam, they are no ſecrets, I aſſure you. I 
ſee that you are extremely learned, and that you want 
to make me as great a philoſopher as yourſelf, in order 

to 
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to have always ſome one to reaſon with: and you ais 
unwilling to animate Charmer, becauſe you think, if 
we were able to entertain one another, we ſhould 
have very little pleaſure in rendering ourſelves qualified 
for your ſublime converſation, But take notice, from 
this moment, I am ignorant, and reſolved to continue 
ſo. The ſeven ſciences are my utter deteſtation ; and, 
leaſt you ſhould doubt the truth of what I ſay, I will 
go inſtantly and give convincing proofs of my ſin- 
cerity. 


Howe'er you may think till to deceive me, 
And keep me confin'd like a bird in a cage ; 
Kind Fortune, perhaps, yet may relieve me, 
And ſhew you the ſimpleton quit with the ſage. 
Yes, my dear, depend on't, 
One time or other there will be an end on't: 
Some notions have ta'en me, 
That freedom will gain me, 
And matters explain me, 
More ſuiting my age. 


Firſt and ſoremoſt, my books P11 demoliſh 3 
Next, all your learn'd apparatus ſhall go; 
Ev'ry trace of ſenſe to aboliſh ; 
Then judge if I'm ſerious or no. 


SCENE 
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MIN Dok A, AMINTOR. 


AMINTOR, 
Ae globes, ſpheres, and maps of the won! Is 
not this anger delightful ? 
MiNnDoRA. 
It is pleaſant at leaſt. 
AMINTOR. 

1 love her the better for it. But let me tell you, 
madam, you arrived at a very critical moment ; a Was 
juſt going to ſpeak, 

MixpoRA. 

And the Oracle 

AMINTOR. 

Oh! I could think of nothing but Daphne] Flat- 
tered, careſſed, encouraged, I, for a long time, kept 
my eyes fixed upon the ground; I bit my lips; my 
whole perſon was a burthen to me, Ah! madam, 
what terrible things are lips and eyes; when one dares 
not make uſe of them with the angel one adores |! 

MinDoR a. 

It is neceſſary, however, to conſtrain yourſelf for ſome 
time longer. Perhaps the ſentiments which Daphne en- 
tertains for you are not thoſe of love, but meer caprice 
and curioſity. It will be prudent, therefore, for ſeven 
or eight days 


AMIN TOR. 
Seven or eight days 
MinporA. 
Yes, child, ſeyen or eight days, 
D | AMINTOR, 
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Aux rox. 

Well, but, dear madam, conſider my fituation a lit- 
tle. Daphne will be pulling me after her every where; 
ſhe will have me in her apartment, in the garden, in 
all her walks and retirements about the palace, Do 
you think I can bear to be tantalized at ſuch a rate z 
while ſhe plays with me as indifferently as if I was a 


la ? 
* MIN DORA. 


How do you think young girls do; who, for months 
together, reſiſt their inclinations ; and not only hide 
their paſſions, but even ſeem cruel to the man they 
ke. | | 

AMINTOR. 

Oh ! but I am no girl, nor can I be any longer a 
ſtatue; and, for that reaſon, I will this moment follow 
Daphne, and diſcover myſelf to her without reſerve, 


Pretend no longer to reſtrain 

The paſſion ſtruggling in my mind; 
Like ſprightly courſers, that diſdain 
The feeble curbing of the rein, 

It tarts, and leaves the will behind. 


My pangs increaſe! I'm all on fire ! 
Then let me to the charmer fly ; 

Obtain her love, my ſoul's defire, 
Or, at her feet, a martyr die. 


SCENE 
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«CENCE... 


; Mix Dok A, AMINTOR, DAPHNE, 


Mix Dok A. 

Son, I intreat you to defer your deſigns for a few 
moments, Here's Daphne again: let me make one 
* thorough trial of her heart. 

DaPHNe. 
| | Well, madam, tis done: I have broke the zodiac 
and the poles, and thrown the world out of the win- 


wy MinDoRAa. 
You a are very paſſionate, Daphne, 
DAPHNE. 

© And you very cruel, madam. You ſay, ſometimes, 
you love me; and yet, when I aſk you to do the only 
thing in nature that can make me happy, you refuſe 
. MinpoRA. 

Why, look you, Daphne, to convince you that I am 

willing to do every thing in my power, for your amuſe- 

ment, this puppet ſhall, if you pleaſe, go, and come, 

and laugh, and cry ; throw himſelf at your feet, appear 

tender, ſubmiſſive, complaiſant, amorous, uneaſy. But 

all mechanically, like your monkey and your parrot. 
DAPHNE, 

My monkey, my parrot ! Always my monkey, my 
parrot ! You only make thoſe compariſons, that the 
inclination I haye for him may appear ridiculous, 

Mix DORA. 

And you, my dear, do nothing but ſcold. You are 
oP" in a yery bad humour to-day, 

D 2 Darynunp, 
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DAPHNE. 

And who can be otherwiſe? For, after all, do but 
look at him ; is it not a cruel thing that he cannot be 
made to comprehend how much I love him ? 

Aux rox. 
The Oracle is fulfilled, [ Amintor Hruggles to ſpeak, 
while Mindora prevents him] and I will ſpeak, 
DAPHNE. 
How = times a day ſhall I grieve at his inſenſi- 


bility ! 
+ MIN DORA. 


Tis very true; and therefore take my advice; turn 
him away, and think no more of him. 
DAPHNE. 
Wa only ſay that to vex me now, becauſe = 
know I can't bear the.thoughts of it, 
MIN DORA. 
Well then let him ſtay, and divert yourſelf with 
teaching him verſes, or any thing you have a mind he 


ſhould repeat. 
DAPHNE. 


Ay, now, that's good-natured; I'll begin to give 
him his firſt leſſon this moment, Come, Charmer, let 
me ſee if you can pronounce my name. Daphne. 


| AMINTOR, 
Daphne. 
Dar RN k. 
My dear Daphne. 
AMINTOR. 
My dear Daphne. 
DarPnNe. 


Suppoſe I was to try him with a ſong. 
MIN DORA. 
Do fo if you like jt. 
DaPAxgz, 
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DAPHNE. 
But do you think he will be able to ſing ? 
MIN DORA. 
After you perhaps he may. 
| Dar HNR. 
Well, that will be vaſtly charming! Hold, what 


ſhall I try him with? I have it. Come, Charmer, 


obſerve now and ſing after me; and let me ſee that you 
do it prettily. 
| Darker. 
For thee, within my boſom, 
What torments do I feel : 
AMINTOR, 
For thee, &c. 
Dar nur. 

I bleed with wounds which only 
Thy tender cares can heal. 
AMINTOR, 

I bleed, &c. 
Daynne. 
Each moment while I view thes, 


My pains grow more and more; 


AminToOR, 
Each moment, &c. 
Daenane. 
My life, my ſoul, my treaſure, 
] love, and I adore. 
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Mix pon a, AMINTOR, DAPHNE, A SpiRty, 
AMINTOR, N 
Ves, my life, my foul, my treaſure, tis true I do 


love you! I adore you | *Tis not in terms to expreſy 


the violence of my paſſion. 


DAPHNE. ; 
Bleſs me, ma'am, he ſpeaks of himſelf ! This is 


not in the ſong, 
855 Min pen A. 


Yau ſee how he has advanced upon once teaching, 
AMINTOR. 


Dear mother do not endeavour to keep her in the 


fark any longer. The Oracle is now ry accom= 
pliſhed. 

What Oracle: 
Aulx rox. 


A dreadful one, which declared I ſhould be miſerable 
if you did not think me inſenſible. Can you blame my 
deceiving you, as I have done, {ſince the intereſt of hs 
love rendered it neceſlary ? | 

Dark x. 
Na, no, I don't blame you; but you, naughty 
MIN DoRkA. 

Come, my dear children, I no longer reſiſt your 
happineſs : behold a welcome meſſenger; his appear. 
ance is a token to me that the Oracle js now really 
accompliſhed. Every thing is already prepared for your 
puptials, and ye will inſtantly proceed to the celebra- 


DAPHNE, 


tian of chem. 


SCENE 
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Minvon A waving ber Wand, the Garden is inflantly 
changed into a beautiful Palace, diſcovering a Number 


of Singers and Dancers, A rich Throne is on one Side, 


where ſhe places DAPHNE and AMINTOR, ſeating 
herſelf on the. other : after which, the Whole conclude 
with a Dance proper to the Subject. 3 

5 Mix Dok. 

Lovers, who wiſh to be bleſs'd in your paſſion; 
Learn the moral of what we have ſhown ; 
Though, upon theatres, morals are grown 

A little or ſo out of faſhion : 

Deafneſs, and dumibneſs, and blindneſs, away! 
Mere expreſſion, | 

Sound advice to convey : 

Lovers, lovers, have diſcretion ; 

That's what the Oracle means to ſay. 
CHORUS: 
Lovers, lovers, &c. 


Aulxrox. 
You gentle youths, who the fair are addreſſing; 
When ſome amiable obje& you find, 
Be to all others infenfible, blind; 
Sue only to her for the bleſſing: 
Then, if your ardour with ſmiles ſhe repay, 
Think that beauty 
Rigid rules muſt obey. 
Silence, filence, that's your duty ; 
And what the Oracle means to ſay. 
CHORUS. 
Cilence, ſilence, &c. 


Dorus. 
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1 Darn AND CONT 


«hk Darnxx. 
14 | Maidend; nich cition your paſſion cdncealinf) 
== Firſt your lovers attentively try; 
Vier not the tranſport, be deaf to the ſigh, 
128 47 No ſtatue more cold and unfeeling; 
ZDut, in their actions, when worth you ſurvey, 
Alrtleſs reigning, 
Why to bleſs them delay? 
Give your Hands A truce to feigning; 
That's what the Oracle means to ſay. 
 Crorvs, 
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